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i If there is any humor anywhere, 
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Judge will get it! 
< < 
: 
‘ : A quiet rumor comes to Judge Judge’s humor spy system covers 
i that there is a bit of humor in, the globe like a net. It is impos- 
i : . ' 
Sh say, an Australian newspaper. sible for humor to evade Judge. 
; 
a Judge does not lose a moment. Of course Judge knows of a 
ai : ‘ _- ‘ 
4) 3alloons are sent up, steamships great deal of humor that it does 
Ball t t hi t deal of | that it d 
= : . . . . 

, are chartered, submarines are sent not publish. Every joke is photo- 
. ° y . 
i, one way, motorcycles are sent an- graphed under powerful X-rays for 
‘ other, cables are kept at a white flaws. It is amazing the amount 
reat, Australia is reached at last, of alleged humor Judge does not 

heat, A hed 
wD . 
" kangaroos are rented, and finally publish. 
if) : 
ie the famous Judge troupe of humor , ; , 
j , ; Ju a \nd Judge’s ‘Digest of the 
. 10unds are set on the trail, nose ~ 4 ‘ . 
4 All Right, h eo ) World’s Humor is only the side 
) : the ground, and it Is not long : . 
A —e 1 the bj , ) , ; show. A dime, ten cents, admits 
F until the bit of humor is cornered, : 
cai aiaaai ; , you not only to the side show, but 
fl I accept your off captured, and brought back mar 
‘ <a tagged Agr to the Big ‘Tent—Judge proper. 
" PR gE npc Atoll alive and thrown bodily into 
i t you set Judge Judge’s wonderful seven Or, what’s better, thirteen com- 
W irre ” _ - 
tT 13 numbers in all page Digest of the plete performances, side show and 
>1.OO ) na Tt , - 
t} | iterdate. (Can World’s Humor. all, for a dollar. 
$1.2 $1.50 
i} . 
fii The Happy Medium 
“ ~~ 
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It’s Not a Drarr—It’s A Western CycLone! 
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“'THere, Tuat Is Perrectr!”? He Witt Say in Awep Tones 





“Now Ho tp It!” 


Watch for the Little Bird! 


Do You Remember Your Sensations That Time You Posed for the Camera? 


By A. 


B. 


Booru 


Illustrated by WILFRED Jont S 


HERE is no excuse that people will not give 
you for having their picture taken. 
They say that they will save money on 
their Christmas presents if they get a job lot 
and send them in a shower. 
They say the Company wants one for an advertising 
folder. 
They say that poor dear mother wants one and the} 
always try to please her aj any cost to their own feelings. 
They say that the photographer is a friend of theirs 
and they just couldn’t refuse when he begged so hard. 
They say that every man ought to have his picture 
taken occasionally in case death overtook him and the 
newspapers asked for it. 
Think how the family would feel if they were forced 
to admit that they had no likeness of the deceased which 
Why, it 


would be like not. having calling cards or a tie clasp. 


dated later than the St. Louis Exposition! 


And then, besides these, there is the real reason. 

Once while you were shaving or passing by a shop 
window somewhere you caught a mere, fleeting glimpse 
of yourself, and the distance, or the perspective, or the 
lighting, or your speed did something mysterious to 
your ordinary countenance. For an infinitesimal space 
you were—well, not exactly good-looking but interest- 


ing; some people might even say distinguished. 


And deep down in your heart you have—as everyone 
has—the hope that some day you will meet a photog- 
rapher who has the flair, and will see in you the faint 


} 
1 


indications of all the wonderful things you know are 
there. 

He will look at you with the eves of a microscope and 
know just how you should be posed to bring out your 
hidden soul—just as you were when you caught that 
fleeting glimpse. 

“There, that is perfect!” he will say, in awed tones. 
“Now: hold it!” 

And when the picture comes, it will immortalize that 
magic instant, and you can give it to your friends with 
the certainty that always they will have to look at you 
through it, as if it were a pair of rose-colored spectacles. 

Up to a certain point this dream is not far from the 
truth. The photographer does his part well. You think 
that at last you have found a man with an artist’s 
soul. 

And then the pictures come. They—well, they look 
about as you look. You couldn’t possibly give them to 
anyone, that is, to anyone not absolutely inured to your 
appearance already. 

There is one thing about photographs: Look where 
you will and as often as you like, they are always good 


and dusty. 











Tue Seven Deapty Sins 


Declaring Himself 


YENTS,” sternly began Constable Sam T. Slackputter, 

J the redoubtable sleuth of Petunia, addressing the 
members of the city council in business session assembled 
I have listened to your ellerquence on the subject of blood 
hounds and their effervercence in tracking down criminals 
ind before you put the motion to a vote to spend three hundred 
dollars for a pair of them there salacious animals, I’d like to say 
1 word. I’m ag’in the proposition! It is tough enough for an 
officer to have to pile out at all hours of the day or night to 
apperhend mallyfactors, but, when it comes to adding the job 
of dragging a couple of musty varmints off across the face of 
goddlemighty’s green earth in pursuit of fleeing villains, inter 


cepted now and then with pausing to dab the noses of the 


critters down on the criminals’ trail, it is 
more than I keer for. If you get then 
bloodhounds and wish ’em off onto me, 
n 


I'll resign. I’m an officer of the law 


my humble way, and not a dad burned 


Uncle Tom’s Cabin parade if 


Missing Word Contest 


Mo! in sorrow than in 
4 Kind words can never 











An American Maid’s 
Lament 


By “Su Fracetre” 
Sloe menace of the motto, 
“Made in Germany,” is 
| t 
\ peril more appalling 
Now conironts this nation vast 
\ “Waterloo” awaits us girls, 
We do not stand a chance; 
Far worse than “Made in Ger 
many,” 


For us, is “Maid in France”! 
> 


A Shorn Lamb 

Herr von Keinhosen—1 was 
caught out in this storm and 
the rain completely dissolved 
my new paper pants. Give me 
another pair, quick. 

The Clothing Director—\m- 
possible. You must first return 
vour discarded garments before 
receiving new ones 


Help! 
(A physiognomist says he chooses his help according to the 
formation of their faces.—News Note. 
We tried the plan on Martha Rose 
She only stopped a week— 
Although we chose her for her nose 
We sacked her for her cheek! 


Still Recruiting 
lwo colored women were discussing the war 
“Well, honey,”’ said Aunt Caroline, “I done give two sons 
to this here war.” 
“Lord, chile! That ain’t nothin’,”’ replied Matilda, “I got 
three husbands over there now, and if this last one I got don’t 
do better I’m gwine send him over soon 


He mean 
What’s i 
[was ever 
Honesty is the best 
Ring out, wild 
Eat, drink and be 
| the bitter 
Not wisely, but too j 
rhere’s no place like 
Is that 2 
\ ; 
Fill in the blanks with nothing but words LL’ Mi > 
If you can do so without effort and with = tf 4 
action, you are automatically elected : is 
to honorary membership in The So iety for 
the Preservation of Dull and Uninteresting 
Rejoinders. If you cannot, there issome hope 7 by Jonn Hein 
for y« SHOWING THE IMPORTANCE OF THE BRIDEGROOM AT A MILitary WEDDING 





Drawn by Joun Conacner 


ACCORDIN 


His Way 
By Tom P. Morcan 


ERHAPS the strongest reason for my widespread un- 
popularity,” confessed J. Fuller Gloom, “is the fact that 

I do not in the least care what other people think of me 

I am not at al! defiant of public opinion; I am merely indifferent 
to it. When some kind friend comes around, rubbing his claws 
and grinning like one of the fabled cats of Cheshire, and wishes 
to know what I have to say regarding the story that So-and-so 
is circulating about me, I reply, ‘He 
knows me pretty well, so probably it 
is true. What is the—yaw-w-w-wn! 
difference, anyhow?’ That sort of 
treatment is calculated to make a life 
long enemy of him, for hell hath. no 
fury like a gossip balked. And as I 
have done that trick many times the 
roster of those who hate me is a long 
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one.” 


The Price He Paid 
pays — and 
heroine 


pays and 


tragic ac 


“ The 
PAYS!” 
cents. 


“re 


woman 


sobbed in 


the 


be hanged if she does!’’ muttered 


Drawn by G. B 
From 


the man in the orchestra seat who had just 
received his wife’s millinery bill. 
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G To PLAN 


No Trouble 


" E understand that there was some trouble at a wedding 
out in your neighborhood night before last?” said tie 
able editor of the Tumlinville Tocsin. 

“Nope!” replied Mr. Gap Johnson, of Rumpus Ridge, Ark. 
‘All that happened different from common was that just as 
the preacher was pronouncing the ominous words that would 
make the happy couple one the groom stepped on the bride’s 
accidentally, I reckon—and she hauled off and slapped 
him flat. But it wasn’t any trouble 
a-tall for the bride, for she is a lady 
that choked a catamount to death 
last year. And there wasn’t any 
trouble for the groom, neither, for 
he didn’t make no attempt to carry 
the matter any furder.”’ 


foot 


Try Mars 


friends before the 


the world. 
Austria, Turkey, 


Germany’s 
War—Most 
Germany’s friends in 1916 


of 


Bulgaria, Spain, Sweden, Chile and Mexico; 
Holland and Ireland in part. 
Germany’s friends today—Austria, Turkey 


and Mexico (all doubtful). 
Germany’s friends after the War 
off; you’ve got the wrong planet. 


Ring 


INwoop 


THE GERMAN 





Fist 


, i 


—S—e  aeee 


= “ss 
= 


FS. seSS===., ; . 


.< 





















ASA. HORIGAN FRank T 
arctves 
’ 


GEAVTY PARLORS 















| 1) UD REED & HUGHES “ey 
| 











os PP a : = i. 


DRY GOODS STORE . 4. 
CHARLIE TEMPLETON 


= J T He 
= VE COLONIAL TRUST CO. | Coenen ee » Pious 
7 — 


‘SHB 


APOTHECARIES HALL 





| |THE HERALD” 
ee Pein TING & 
AVCTION NOTICES 






PEI gf 


= Z | 





TEABEE MORGAN 
ELECTRicaL ENGmenR | 





é 


RESTERUNT 















we 
430 

















CAT wees 7 
Munemy © YOUR. Never os 





RY SCULLY Suggs 





— 


ean 
mer 








——5 


el Ie 





— 


—_—— 








caRROL- 
DENNIS RETAIL 


wHoLresare & 


i@ SEF S 
PS 
= 


me, 
HODSON CAFE & AF j, 



















Sour B- GevEt..ées 








Drawn by Joun B. Gavetie 


A Tourist Passes Turoucu Yapp’s Crossinc on GasLtess SuNDAY. 























Pessimoptimism 
By Harry Kemp 
PTIMISM is a prism 
That breaks plain White into hues: 


But the fault with Pessimism 
Is, it gives us only “ Blues”’! 
His Say 
Lady of House—What would you say 
to a good steady job? 
Tramp—Good-night! 


Homeless 
Billings 
Jones 


Where is your home? 
I have none 

Where do you live? 
New York. 


Billings 
Jone Ss 


Safety First 

Nipp—Flubdub always exercises ex- 
treme caution. 

Tuck—Yes, if Flubdub should ever 
get to the top the first thing he would 
do would be to look around for the 
fire escapes. 


The Way We Do 


Drawn by Hamitton Wiiiiams 
Friend—Why, man, how on earth did you get 
so dreadfully battered up? 


Cripple 


Battered nothing. 





The fact is, I 


can’t meet the present shoe prices. I find this 


cheaper. 


“IT saw Blynker this morning for the first time in months. 
Of course, I shook hands with him and told him I was glad to 


see him back. But 
“Yes,’’ returned J. Fuller Gloom. 


— 
Drawn by J. R. Suaver 
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“T detest him, too.” 
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“T have a brother-in-law, 
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Mary 
By A. Lams 


M ARY had an epigram; 

She read it in the paper, 
And everywhere that Mary went 
Her friends tried to escape her. 


His Handicap 

“TI d’know how Spike is going to 
make out, over there in France,” said 
Heloise of the rapid fire restaurant. 
“When he is decorated with a crawx de 
gar for taking a couple o’ cannons or 
killing a dozen Germans with his bare 
hands, and he gets kissed by one o’ 
them grizzly whiskered French generals, 
poor Spike is liable to cut up something 
awful—he always was so ticklish.” 


Financial Note 
Sunday School Teacher—What do 
we mean when we speak of borrowing 
from Peter to pay Paul? 
Willie Wise—I guess we mean that 
Peter is an easy mark. 
His Way 


” 


confessed Cyrus K. Savage, 


“whose highest ambition is to have time hang heavily on his 
When he enters a revolving door he lingers therein 
until somebody comes along in a hurry and slams him through.” 


hands. 
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Tuey Drew Lots to See Wuo’p Be THE Kaiser, AND Bossy Got Stuck. 
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Happier Days: 4y Walt 





Mason 





“AOR weeks around our 
neighborhood no man put 
up a smile; old kaiser 
Bill was sawing wood, the 

news each day was vile. The 


Prussians had the right of way, 
according to the dope; and small 
and smaller every day became my 


stock of hope. 

I'd meet Bill Huggins as | 
walked along the village street; 
and he looked sad and pained and 
shocked, with frost on both his 
feet. “Cheer up,” I'd say, “the 
news is bum, luck’s with the Teu- 
ton swine; I fear the worst is yet 
to come, but let us not repine.” 

“I’m trying hard,” would 








the Teuton wins, but every day 
I sprain my face attempting 
cheer-up grins. In other times 
1 used to bask in sunny smiles 
all day, but now it is the hardest 
task that ever came my way. 
I try to keep a buoyant: soul, 
and send grief to the deuce, but 
have to use a ten-foot pole to 
pry a chortle loose.” 

I thought it fine how men 
would try to hide their feelings 
sore, when they were prone to go 
and crv behind the cellar door. 

I went to Harry Norton’s 
shop one bleak and bitter morn, 
when all the scare-heads seemed 
to yawp intelligence forlorn. 








answer Bill, “to wear a hopeful 
grin; but now and then my eyes 
will fill, and bitter weeps begin. 
I feel quite sure that in the end 
we'll win the blooming row, but it is beastly hard, my 
friend, to spring a smile just now.” 

Then I'd encounter Edgar Forde, and say, “‘ Well, 
Ed, old sox, the Prussian, with his large tin sword, is 
giving us hard knocks. But let us not discourage folks, 
with tears that grieve and vex; let’s pass around our 
sickly jokes, and smile, or break our necks.” 

Then Ed would say, “It’s a disgrace the way 


Drawn by E. Frount 


“I Fear tHe Worst Is Yet to Come, = ; 
Bur Ler Us Nor Repmz.” soon will can that kaiser swab, 


Then Harry gulped away a sob, 
and said, in shaking tones, “We 


and shake dice with his bones.” 

Since then the news has changed its hue, great 

victories we’ve won, and no man wears a visage blue 

unless he is a Hun. And now I see the boys cavort 

around the village green, and throw their hats and rip 
and snort, with glad and joyous mien. 

I wonder if the losing ‘Teuts are bearing up as well as 

lid our neighborhood galoots when things were shot 


to Hackensack, N. J.f 








“He Is tHe Man Wuo Has Reatty Mape You Wuat You Are.” 


Familiar Folks. Mo. 2. William Blow 
By H. W. Davis 


Illustration by Atpert LEVERING 


UST listen to William Blow. This morning he is 
claiming credit for the astounding success of the 
Fourth Liberty Loan drive. You will recall Wil- 
liam, doubtless, as the blustering fellow who con- 

fessed to you some time ago that he was the man who 
threw politics out of the city schools, broke up the court 
house gang, made such a howling success of the Red 
Cross campaign, taught his wife how to use system in 
her housework, broke the baby of sucking her thumb, 
organized the West Side movement for improved 
streets, and effected the organization of the juvenile 
court 

Mr. Blow believes that the safest way to become 


great is to lie low during the doubtful part of the fight 
and claim credit after the victory is assured. He 
straddles the fence until it sinks beneath him. Then he 
slips the contrary foot over on the winning side and 
turns about to receive the congratulations of those who 
have been behind him. Thanks to this clever little 
trick, he is always in the vanguard of the victors. 

William is a good down-hill fighter. But don’t 
depend upon his aid if your cause begins to slip. Go 
ahead and make your cause popular. Soon thereafter 
you will learn—in a whispered conference with Bill— 
that he is the man who has really made you whatyou 
are. 
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American Captain (dining with a fair Parisienne): Miss, may I have a spoon? 
Waitress: But certainly, Monsieur—if you don’t mind the people around. 


War Shavings 
By Orson Lowe 1! 
Hair-Cuts to be One Dollar, Shaves Fifty Cents Each, Barbers v 
Convention Decide—Newspaper headline 

HIS is the most encouraging morsel the news columns have 

carried in months. The fifty cent shave item alone is going 

to solve a lot of our economic problems. Men who have been 
having and saving themselves 15 or 20 cents daily can now save 50 
cents each morning, to say nothing of tips, or $3.50 per week against, 
ay, $1.25 under the former rate. This is a clear gain of $2.25 pe 
week, and if you multiply this by 52, or let us do it for you, you 
get the annual additional saving of $117 per self-shaver. 

Of our 111,648,921 of population, 54,401,359 are females, of 
course, but there are still 57,247,472 males, of whom 38,165,042 are 
of voting, or shaving, age. We must deduct from this 4.240,560 men 
(one in nine) who maintain beards.* This leaves us, roughly, or un- 
shavenly, speaking, 33,944,482 shavers. Multiply this by $117 and 
you have the gratifying sum of $3,971,504,394 saved for war pur- 
poses in one year by the shavers of the country. To be sure, there 
are some who have shaven less often—the once-or-twice-a-weekers, 
but they'll now save 2% times as much as they saved before, anyway. 
And when they see how great a saving is to be achieved by scraping 
daily we think they'll do it. They should. 

Many who have not formed the habit of going off to work with 
lather in their ears will now do so. And the furry ones should 
harvest their crops and join up. Shave & Save. What? Think 
of the Liberty Bonds and War Savings Stamps! Men can now 
shell out, loosen up, contribute, donate, give up, to everything. 
Any man who won’t get up a bit earlier each morning and shave 
for his country is a mean, low-down pup. 


*Fulls: 1,826,524; Van Dycks: 1,602,421; Side-boards: 926,563: Dundrearies: 

696,667. These figures, 1916, compiled by the Barber & Hairgrowers Gazette, Phila., 

re confusing to the casual reader, to whom it should be pointed out that the total 
for Side-boards and Dundrearies are for singles, not pair 


One View of It 
The very little boy and the tiny girl will fight like young fiends. The 
lad thinks it perfectly proper for him to slap the lassie and yank her hair, 
and she feels no shame when she kicks his shins and sends him home howling. 
Later along they “go with” each other, and regard with horror the awful 
irréverence of even contradicting each other. After a while they wed, and 
presently begin fighting again. . 





She Beat Him to It 

The greater part of Mrs. Hardy’s life had 
been spent in patching and saving and “ making- 
out”’ and doing without in order to keep the wolf 
from her door. 

One day a lady on the local committee for Food 
Conservation presented her with a pledge card. 

‘Now, what’s this?”’ inquired the old lady as 
she adjusted her glasses. 

“That,” explained she of the committee, “is 
a pledge in which you agree to Hooverize.” 

“Lor, yes, I'll sign it,” said Mrs. Hardy joy- 
fully, “ ’cause I Hooverized long before I ever 
heard of Hoover.” 


A Feminine Colloquy 
When three women are talking together each 
knows only what she is saying, while an out 
sider can’t tell what any of them is saying. 


See 
Drawn by Antruver T. Merru 
AnoTHER Bustep BroMIDIUM 





201 Gosh, darn it! I'd like to meet the 
who said ‘““There’s always room at the top! 
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If Sir Joseph Porter 
Had Been a Hun _ 


By Percy Waxman 


EN I vos a poy I vent to 
V school 
Und garefully followed out 
der Cherman rule 
I qvickly learned to lie and st 


Und ven my pals vos naughty I vos 


first to squeal 
] 


I snitched und sneaked und got so 
mean 
Dot now I am der Gaptain « ak 
U-rs. 
As I grew up I got much vors¢ an : 
At tvelf I killed a baby und | Dr by A. B. Watker 
maimed his nurse Sue Has Just Enuistep Anp 
I poisoned all der gripples in our , Boatsman’s Mate By 


neighborhood 
By mixing Prussic acid mit dei 
I tortured der blind mit a choy serene 
Und now I am der Gaptain of der U-1s. 


breakfast food. 


I grafted so hard a chob to get 

Dot I licked der boots of efery von I met 
I fawned und slinked so horribly 

Dey gave me a post in der Cherman navee 
I vos der biggest schwein dey had efer seer 
So now I am der Gaptain cf der | 





You Chermans all, whoefer you 
may be, 
‘ If you vant to rise to der top of 
der dree, 
et Be cold und cruel und merciless, 
Ss Und nefer help a vessel ven she’s 
in distress. 





| | Den if you’re a schwein for a 
; murder keen 
You may begome der Gaptain of 
der U Is 


Extemporaneous 
“What’s all that noise over at 
the minister’s house?” 
“Oh, he’s memorizing his ser- 
mon; he always has to practise 
what he preaches.” 


His Businesslike Way 

“Ah, Brudder Goat!” saluted 
good old Parson Bagster, upon 
meeting Goat Simmons, the gambling man, the other day 
“Lemme ’terrygate yo’: How is it, sah, dat whilst yo’ don’t 
come to church very often, when yo’ does yo’ allus draps into de 
c’lection at least haffer dollar, when muh flock dat ’tends 
reg lar seldom slips in mo’ dan a nickel apiece, if dey does dat 
much, when de hat circumambulates round?” 

‘*Uh—well, Pahson, dat’s uh—kase of muh business trainin’, 
I reckon,’’ was the reply. “I allus feels dat I’s got to chip in 
muh ante if I sets in de game.”’ 


Has Been ComMissionep 
Cuapiain Bumpkins 
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W. K. Stanek 


Now, Isn’t Tuat Just tue Daruincest ‘Way To | 


‘(ND THE War! So IDEALISTIC—AND UNFINISHED. 
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“Hetto! Tuat You, Danver?” He Askep. 


A Reminiscent Encounter 
By J. A. WALDRON 


Illustration by LAWRENCE FELLOWS 


HE Turtle, a returning transport empty as 

to human freight, except that it was carry- 

ing back to some western Atlantic port a 

number of Yankee soldiers who, after 

service in France, had been picked from 

arious commands as instructors of fresh American levies 
torpedoed in broad daylight near the Irish coast 


\ the mome! ne ¢ 1voving destrove! were alme 


Safa |. onal : | Pane 
of sight, combing a troubled sea in the rain. »uU 
+] weatie = : naid , - Ty} 
ie gulity sudmar°rin< aid the pena . lhe second 
. , .¢ ; 
n from a stern gun served by Navy men blew th 
| 


, 

h all on boar 

Lad superinte nded the 

, : . . ; 

iowering Of DOats, and in the last one to take the wate! 
kine } rr tl anrl } } ] } ] ] 

as looking about for those who had leaped overboard 


the first 


Captain Bender, of the A. E. F., had been one of 
the latest to come on deck. After assuring himself he 
could be of no use on the Turtle, which was settling 
forward, and clad only in trousers and shirt, he adjusted 
a life-preserver and jumped into the sea. 

The captain had enlisted as a private early in the 


1 


war through humiliation caused by the elopement of 
his wife with his chauffeur, a chap named Danver 


His service and promotion proved that he would have 
} 


enlisted later anyway. Men enlist sometimes for 


reasons unrelated to any flag. ‘The personnel of the 


Foreign Legion—among the bravest of soldiers—ha 
( ttered a multitude ot motives. 


Bender had not lived happily with M: 


~~ 


Bendet He had been sporty, and she had been 
fl tious, and they had particular liking for ea 
other But when a man’s wife elopes with his chauffeur 


he doesn’t like to face friends, no matter if the e} isode 
not touch hin 

As Captain Bender rose from a submerging wave and 
was balancing himself buoyantly, another man bobbed 
up in front of him with a pipe in his mouth. 

It was his former chauffeur, Danver. 

When shipwreck follows the hardships and hazards 
of a campaign in France a man’s mind must be some- 
what blunted as to antedating domestic troubles. 

Yet at once a reminiscent picture came to Bender’s 
mind. “Hello! That you, Danver?”’ he asked. 
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} 









——E———————— 











































“Hello yourself! It seems to be me..... “But you didn’t agree very well with Mrs. 
doesn’t it?” Bender.’ 
\ towering wave caught them both, and for ef Pee a chauffeureven..... 
a few moments they could not talk because of should have neither eyes nor ears in intimate 
a superabundance of water. Danver held employment.”’ 
grimly to his pipe, from which water spurted. Sut they have’ em, just the same! i“ 
“1 wonder if that’s the same pi And I’m no chauffeur now..... I re- 
moked ..... when you drove m\ member you told Mrs. Ben det once ..... she 
‘No. That went into the discard had a jazz band temperament.” 
“But you've lost your light.”’ “She did! ..... And your poetry, no 
“Yes—blast the luck!—and doubt . iar 
bacco too!” “Oh, women like music as well as 
Both were again embarrassed by) poetry ..... Here comes a boat!” 
wave, but the tendency was to conver **Ship ahoy » oe e They ll pick 
ution, although it was difficult and us up! ..... But before they 
disjointed. do ..... you must tell me about 


Mrs. Bender . . . . . Where you left 
her ..... Where sheis.....Un- 


derstand! 


‘| suppose they'll pick us up 
if we can keep afloat long enough.” 


*Maybe.” 


‘Funny we should meet... .. The sea was rougher, and conver- 
this way, Danver!” sation more difficult. 

“Think so? I’ve seen nothing ““I didn’t leave her ..... She 
funny .... .. in months.” leftme .....” gurgled Danver. 


“What do you mean?” 
“It was her temperament 
TOUGHER ccc se OO 
“Where is she? 


“Where've you been?” 
“France... .. Soldiering.”’ 
“Private?” 
“Lieutenant. Sending meback 


to drill new squads . . . . . What “T don’t know..... She went 
you doing?” away with a trombone player.” 
“Samejob..... Captain.” 
Danver saluted as best hecould, 


The Strange Power of 


Expert Accountants 
By Kennetu L. Roser 


HE expert accountant isan 
individual with a tr ained 
brain which is capable of 
extracting more meaning 
and romance from a column 
of figures than the average 
stenographer can worry out 
ofa Marie Corellinovel. When 
a trusted employee with a near- 
salary of eig rhteen dollars a week 
begins to know the chorus lady on 
the left end of the front row by her 
front name, and to keep a $3,000 
automobile in tires, the expert ac- 
countant is summoned to take a 
look at the firm’s books. By the 
time he has run his pencil down 
the right hand column of figures 
on the fifth page, he usually knows 
whether the trusted employee is 
raising cheques, juggling the ac- 
counts, or getting it from the estate of 
his deceased grandmother. The only 
manner in which the secrets of a ledger can 


rolling about. Bender returned 
the salute. The sea monopolized 
their energies for a time. Finally 
Danver ventured: 

‘I suppose you’ve. ... . got 

n for me, Bender.” 

‘If they pick us up I think | 
shall have .... 1 little conver- 
ation with you.” 

“Naturally. 

‘If I had been able..... to 
find youayearago, you know : 

‘Well, where would you be 
now . . if you had found 
me—and done for me 

‘I shouldn’t "ena thought 
of that.”’ 

‘Uncle Sam would have 
lost ..... a couple of good 








men, you see, : 

True. aera +: 
wouk lr n "t have figured, you 
know. 

** And as for revenge, it 
payS..... Veen ne Philoso- 
phy’s the medicine for human m 
OT he’ the poet says: 

“* Reven; ge, at first tl hough sweet 





Bitte rrerelong..... back on itself recoils.’”’ be hidden from an expert accountant is to 
“Rumi ccs se FOR! «oss A You have it written up in Chinese characters. 
old game, eh? You were the only chauffeur 
[ ever knew ..... who recited poetry Grteaie dapcuaiicanataes One Woman in a Million 
instead of swearing in an emergency. But “IF THe PATIENT Hewitt—Does your wife help you economize? 
women like poetry .... . I guess Mrs. Has CoLp Jewett—You bet; she makes her own com- 
Me V¥ense Feet” plexion these days. 




















Var is Conversation 
B J AY "THOMA 
US PETERSON ha 
bane grate faller for 


figgering tings out 





and ven de var start dishar yy & 
Gus ha try tu no vot is it all 
about, so ha skal reading 
avery ting from history. De 
more ha read de less ha no, 
but ha lak tu fight yust de 
same. First ha try tu git in 
air plain service, but de 
recruiting faller tal Gus dey ‘ 
don’t vant hot air, so ha 
don’t no vat tu du and ha 
skal ask Svedish consul. 

De con ul advise dis 
Gus tu vait for draft, but 
Gus say ha ain’t vant tu 
vork in bank. He lak tu 
fight de kaiser or dis har Drawn by 


—-BoAFrone an 


B. M. Farman 
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PAREN. PERSHING 






faller Hinderburg. THe Newry EN.tistep TAxt CHAUFFEUR Has a Vivip Dream 


Annie vay de officer 
vont let Gus git in de var on account ha got running 
down of de ankle, so Ole Svwanson tal hem de ting tu 
du is go tu Vashington and be a officer. So Gus peck 
his valise and vent tu sea Presidents Vilson. 

Ha bane gone avay about sax veeks and ven ha cum 
back ha skal tal avery vone all ha no about de var. 

“Vashington is a grate place,” Gus say, “but ha 
bane so crowded vith Officer Ay ain’t can hardly find 
a place to sleep.” 

*Yas,”’ Ole Svwanson say, “Sherman var right ven ha 
say var is hal, ain’t he Gus.” 


“No,” Gus answer, “dis Sherman don’t no vat 


1 


ha vas talking about. Var ain’t hal. It’s conversa- 


‘If vou don’t belief me go back tu Vashington and 


A Secular Benediction 


And may the peace that passeth all German understanding 


be with vou soon. 





Teutonic IDEALS 


Blister's Folly 

mM? second boy, Blister, means well, but he ain’t got much 
4 sense, even if everybody does say he takes after me 
stated Mr. Gap Johnson, of Rumpus Ridge, Ark. “T’uther 
morning I told him I was going to take a passel of chickens to 
town to sell, and for him to tie their legs together. He is an 
economical little cuss, and he thought and thought, and then 
went to work to save string by tying the legs of every two 
chickens together- the east leg of one to the west leg of the 
other, instead of tying each fowl’s own legs together by their 
selves. 

“The upshot was that when I opened the door of the hen 
pen whur he was still laboring and thinking, them dad-blamed 
insects just flipped out and was gone—each couple running 
like heck with their outside legs and hopping wooden-leggedly 
along on their inside limbs. All except two pairs, which he 
had tied, one facing the front and the other the back; whe 
they started to flee they just nacher’ly ran around each other 
till they got dizzy and fell down. That boy has got so littk 
sense that I betcha he goes to the legislature when he grows up. ’ 


The Zero of Achievement 

“But did he never have 
a worthy ambition in his 
life?”’ we asked. 

“Apparently not,” re- 
plied Cyrus K. Savage. “At 
any rate, he has been a can 
didate three different times 
for the office of lieutenant- 
governor.” 


**Go to War!”’ 


“G° to war!”’ the house- 
wife said 


To the bum who begged for 
bread. 
Shamedly he hung his head, 
For of Sherman he had read, 
And he “got her’? when she 
said: 
“Go to war!” 
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‘THI Bi IND GsODDESS 


Hk bette the alibi, crimin logists te! is, the 
greater the presumption of guilt 

This is no mere epigram, or cynicisn 
It is sound reasoning, based on fact 


The chance are against in noc 
man’s being able to establish a perfect alil i 
Suppose you were arrested tomorrow for a murder 
committed last month. You are innocent, but appea 


ances are dead against you. 


Can you produce witnesses to prove that you were 
t at the place at the time? 
Can you bring proof that you were somewhere else? 


Can you even remember, yourself, where you were 


at that precise moment! 

We hold, in this country, that it is better that a hun- 
lred guilty men should escape than that one innocent 
nan should be punished. 

Theoretically, we give the accused the benefit 
f the doubt and put the burden of proof on the 
prosecution. Nevertheless, many a wretch goes to 
the chair who is guiltless of the crime he dies for 
District attorneys make cases when they have them 

“Everybody says” he is guilty. He has no friends. 
Give a dog a bad name and hang him! 


Over ‘THERE AND 
Over HERE 


HE news from Over There! 
We read it the first thing 
when we get up in the 
orning, and the last thing when 
we go to bed at night. We read 
the battle stories with a hope 
and a thrill—the casualty lists 
vith a hope and a prayer. 
Our Boys Over There! Some 
of them did not seem to amount 
much—they were “the black 
neep of the family,” maybe 
But now? Why, we are proud to 
have lived in the same town with 
them 
What is the news from Over 
Here? What are we doing at 
home? Are we doing all we can, 
or what we must? Are we doing 
t because we want to, or be- 
These Drawn by E. W. Kew 
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cause we have got to? 
re the questions we must an- Tue Pot Becins 
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wer today, just as surely as we must one day make 
swer before the Judgn ent Seat. 

America had “lost her soul,’ they told us. They 

inted out to us the bloody f¢ OTT rints made by W ash 


’ : ld : - 
ngton’s starving soldiers in the snow at Valley Forge 


and they said the day had gone by when American 


would do things like that. We were too rich too 
it too laz\ . 

Perhaps what we are undergoing was needed to prove 

, and to mankind, that Americans are still worthy 

the sires who went before and the sons who are to 


SIXES AND SEVENS 


woe! DN°T a Secretary of the Air intrude in the 
element where Congress is most at home? 
* * * 
Uncle Sam now demands that the women be thrifty. 
\ll he used to ask was that they be nifty. 
* * * 
Kaiser Bill now knows that Woodrow is a fighter of 
note as well as notes. 
* * * 


“Woman won't follow blindly,” says a politician of 


Follow blindly? Why, she won't 


that charming sex. 
follow suit! 


7 * * 


Director General McAdoo or- 
ders the railroads to get out of 
politics. He must have got hold 
of a 1908 calendar 

* * * 

Coneress has power to borrow 
money on the credit of the United 
States. Sometimes we'd like to 
be in Congress, and _ borrow 
enough to pay our taxes, anyhow. 

* * * 

Lloyd George ought to get 
Lansdowne to run for Congress 
in Texas, and then get Woodrow 
to hand him the Slaydentelegram. 

* * * 

Say, Mr. Burleson, if we kick 
when the government-operated 
telephone is busy three times 
hand running, do we get in wrong 
as an alien enemy? 

* * * 

The lads that can wind up 

the watch on the Rhine are the 


ro Bor. Over boys from Waterbury, Conn. 
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YANKS 


Native Wit—During the recent fight 
ing on the Marne a young Yankex 
bugler still in his teens was unfortunate 


Iront 


enough to fall in German hands. Be 
lieving that useful information 
might be obtained from the lad he was 
brought some German officers for 
questioning. 
“Who are 
German officer 
‘An American bugler,’ 


some 
before 


you, my lad?” said the 


snapped the 


lad. 

“Oh!” said the officer. ‘Now for a 
little test.” 

‘Blow taps,” said the officer. The lad 
obeyed. 


‘Now, 
Che bugler did. 

‘*Sound retreat,” 

‘Never heard of it,” 
Wall Street Journal. 


blow reveille,””’ he commanded. 
said the German. 
replied the lad. 


No Thought eof Self—‘ Josh writes 
that he’s fighting hard for a speedy vic 
tory,” remarked Farmer Corntossel. 

‘Yes,’ commented his wife, “that 
boy’s got the right spirit. He’s going to 
do his duty and wind up the war, al- 
though he knows perfectly well that as 
soon as it’s over he'll have to go right 
back to school.’”’—Weashington Star. 


Impressionistic Portraiture—Mike, 
New Yorker who never lost his brogue, 
“Over There” with the A. E. F., 
and his two companions happened to be 
Englishman and a Scotsman. These 
gave their Yankee friend a lively 
time with their jokes and teasing. 
day Mike was called away, and 
left his coat hanging ona nail. The Eng- 
lishman Scotsman, seeing 
white paint near, seized the opportunity 
back 


was 


two 
One 


and some 
of painting a donkey’s head on the 
of Mike’s coat. 

The latter soon returned, and looking 
first at his coat, and then fixing his eye 
on his fellow fighters, said slowly: “ Be- 
gorra! and which of you two has wiped 
your faceon my coat?””—London Chronicle. 











* De quot 
, 
as VOU VENI 
“Why are 
you who insi 
ng lace 


, plains-tu? N’ pas toi qu 
r dar une lle d’cau ia 
you complaining? Wasn't 
sted on coming to water- 
La Baion Par 











The Wrong, Wrong Trail 














isn’t 


TW 
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WORDS 
Interest—‘ This is the 


Point of 
stadium.” 
‘Fine. 
riculum. 


Now take us through the cur 


They say you have a good one 


here.” —Kansas City Journal 
The Reason— Possibly the reason 
why dictionaries are made in one large, 


ponderous tome instead of several small 


handy volumes is that magnitude 
enhances the respect for authority that 
dictionary must have. One hesitates 


to disagree with a fifteen-pound book. 
Chicago News. 


Pantaloonacy — We'd 
pants 


Ohio Stat 


Progressive 
our very 
To France. 


give 

Journal 

That is love’s sublimest height 

Though the pants would be too tight 
Toledo Blade. 

Brave soul! He proffers all his riches, 

Who gives his only pair of breeches. 
Marion Star. 


If All French Were as Easy—The 
French word “ is a freak of a word, 
though its freakishness is slightly marred 
by the matter of singular and plural 
Spell it backwards and you have its mean 
ing in English.—Boston Transcript. 


etats”’ 


Telegraphy—One never tires of mar 
veling at what telegraphy can do to a mes 
sage. An up-state correspondent 
queried about a coal boat going aground, 
the bewildering reply came back: 

find nothing about boat 
drowned.” But the prize is taken by the 
nessage from Detroit signed by the 
sender’s nickname “Tude.” 

‘Meet me at 10:05 train. 

It arrived: “‘ Meet 


was 


and 
“Can coal 


sent 


Trude.” 


me at 10:05 train. 


Nude.”’ De troit Ne ws. 
Paw Knows Everything—W illie- 
Paw, what is meant by straitened cir- 


cumstances? 

Paw—Straitened circumstances is high- 
brow language for being down and out, 
incinnatit Enquirer. 


my son.—t 
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This Has An Erie Sound 
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Some Car 


AUTOS scident)—Ie el 


cliff up ther 
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Half Speed—He was one of thos« 
ellows who are always in a hurry, and 
ne rT ] “a ‘ ' refused oO De 

ed. It crawled up the hill like 
out two miles an hour 
Hi, driver said the ill-tempered 














spitetully we are not going to a 


ineral, you know ee ee 
You’re right, mister,” replied the aste lat 
driver we ain’ And we ain’t goin’ to “Ma n 


The Needy—S/e—I can’t get a nev 


t because the children need new shoe dD . 
He—lIn the same boat 
She—W hy, you have no children B 
He—No, but I can’t get a new suit be \\ 

se my auto needs new tires Boston I 


— 


WAR 


She Knew Her Place—A 
one of 30,000 British working for the 
Y. M. C. A., was assigned to scrub the 
Eagle Hut floor in London. She had done 
little manual work in her life, but 

4} 


woman, 


accepted ec job without protest and 


went down on her knees with a pail of 


hot water 


cloth and a cake of soap. 
Soon the water in the pail was black. 
\ man in uniform passed. The woman 
looked up and asked if he would mind 
emptying the pail 
clean water. 


and refilling it with 


here was a pause, then this reply: 

“Dammit, Madam, I’m an officer!” 

This time tl ere Was no pause, but like 
1 flash the scrubwoman retorted: 
“Dammit, officer, I’m a duchess!”’ 


{ssociation Men. 


A Bare Sense of Courtesy—Happy 
is the sense of humor of the sailor. Sev 


eral times each WCCK ¢ 


are inspected 
for indications of measles or scarlet fever 
As the first sign is a rash on the stomach 


Ther 


s a cry by whoever first sees the visiting 


is here that we are inspected 


surgeon of © Attention! ”. then omes the 


word, * Be lly Inspec tion,” and we fall into 
line, and with our blouses and shirts 
pulled up above our breeches march past 


the doctor. It is a Texan who, with 


nine disregard for the! LJeSLY of our gold 


striped surgeon, secured from the clot! 
g dep L paper s encil ch as we x 

to mark our clothing black 

paint lettered his bare stomach with 
Good morning, doctor.”” Therearetim« 

vhen even an ofticer | ughs. Ji pi Hu 
1 in the Allanti 


Considerably Softened r} 
is dreadful.” 
is,” replied Mr 


it has made a _ better 


‘So it Dubwaite, * but 

neighbor out 
of me.” 

“How is that 

“The young man who used to practice 
on the cornet morning, noon and night 
in a hall bedroom across the street has 
been decorated for gallantry in France 
If he ever comes home and wants to re 
sume practicing I won’t say a word.” 
Birmingham A ge-Herald. 

‘ 


What it Means—* Pop?”’ 

“Well, son 

“What is meant by the theater of 
war?” 

“The theater of war, my son, is where 
we are now playing most of our ‘tank’ 
dramas.’’—Youngstown Telegran 








DARKEYISMS 


Over Their Heads—Col. Oliver H 
Dockery, Jr., chief of staff, 12th Division, 
Camp Devens, Mass., vouches for this 
one 

Several thousand colored drafted men 
were recently sent to a Northern camp 
from Florida. White officers were as 
signed to drill them, assisted by acting 
nen-commissioned officers selected among 
the most educated and intelligent ones of 
the negroes. While riding around among 
the troops al drill, Colonel Doc kery 
observed that some of the white officers, 
mostly Northern born, were “talking 
over the heads” of these ignorant South 
ern colored men. As an example, once 
enthusiastic young lieutenant, in trying 
to inspire a greater spirit of enthusiasm 
into his platoon, addressed them as 
follows: 

“Now, men, you must take more inter- 
est and learn your drills. This war is a 
very serious proposition. It behooves us 
all to properly prepare ourselves for it 
It behooves us to make the very best 
soldiers we can—it behooves us to be 
better soldiers than the Germans, and 
then we can beat them.” 

After a talk along this line the officer 
ordered his men to fall out and rest. As 
several of them moved off toward a grassy 
spot to sit down, one confiding little black 
from the Southland sidled up to a tall and 
rather dignified acting corporal, and said: 

“Corporal, does you understan’ all 
what dat officer was talkin’ about?” 

The corporal drew himself up erect, 
and replied: “Of course I understand. 
Why do you ask me such a foolish 
question?” . 

“Well,” said the little negro, “for in- 
stance: dis here behoovus what he was 
talkin’ about—what do he mean by dat 
behoovus?” 

Che corporal gave his questioner one 
withering look of scorn, and shaking his 
finger in the little man’s face, growled: 
“You poor, pitiful, little black igno- 
ramus——you disgrace the whole colored 
race. I am ashamed of you. But, as 
your superior officer, I will condescend to 
enlighten you this much—that the Mr. 
Hoovers that our lieutenant was referring 
to is the Government food-saving expert, 
that keeps niggers like vou from eating 
vour fool self to death.’’-—Army and Navy 
Journal. 


Some Men—‘‘ Some men,” said Uncle 
Eben, “is willin’ to work or fight, but 
wants to set around too long thinkin’ over 
which dey’ll choose.” —W ashington Star. 


Shattered 











Vrs. Hindenbur Carele little monke 


hat was simply priceless. 

Little Will I never done it, mum; it sort 
* slipped out yy ’and.— Bystander 
(L ndon). 


A Grand Spectacle—A Minneapolis 
laundress, a negro woman, patriotic sup 
porter of the Red Cross, was among the 
thousands who witnessed a recent Red 
Cross parade in the Mill City in which 
fifteen thousand white-clad women par 
ticipated. In telling a Red Cross worker 
how she liked it she said: 

‘Lady, missus, it suttinly was a gran’ 
spectacle. Nevah in mah whole life did I 
see so much washin’ at one time.”’ 
Argonaut. 


EGOTISTS 


The Man Who Knows—No one 
knows better how some great task in 
trusted to some one else ought to be done 
than a man of no practical experience of 


his own.—Ohio State Journal. 


Deliberate—‘ Professor Diggs likes to 
use high-sounding phrases.” 

“A mere affectation, no doubt.” 

“No. I rather think he uses such 
phrases because he’s afraid that if people 
knew what he was talking about they'd 
know he didn’t know what he was talk 
ing about.” —Saturday Sunset. 

Bragging—Professor Phirstboy prided 
himself upon his advanced and enlight 
ened views concerning women and their 
place in the scheme of things. 

He sat next a very clever woman 
at a little dinner he attended the other 
night, and, in reply to a remark of hers, 
cried: 

“My dear lady, I go further than be 
lieving in woman suffrage; I maintain 
that man and woman are equal in every 
way.” 

“Oh, professor!” said the lady very, 
very sweetly. “Now, you’re bragging.” 

Moutreal Daily Star. 


Oh, Man!—“T shall never ask Hobbs 
for his advice again.” 

“What’s the matter?” 

“He never thinks what I have made 
up my mind to do is right.’—Boston 
Transcript. 


The Mark of the Beast 





Mrs. Douglas Ponsonb 


fond of der schwimming? 


Vy do ir husband not bathe ven he iss so 


Mrs. Hamilton Macleod (late Frau Strikeschwein)—My dear, he dare not! Vy, if he takes off 


his clothes he shows “Deutschland uber Alles” 


(L nd n). 


tattooed all over his body.—Pas ing S/ 
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The Height of Bliss 
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PHILANTHROPY 


Trying for a Tooth-Hold—The ne\ 
urate’s wife was a very sweet natured and 
ruly kind little soul, and did a great deal 

of practical good in her husband’s parish. 
During the festive season she decided to 
give a feast to the aged poor of the district 

All went well and the old people were 
having a fine time, when the curate’s 
wife suddenly noticed that one old fel 
low did not seem to be getting on very 
well with his dinner. 

“What is the matter, Mr. Smith?” she 
asked. “Isn’t it cut to your liking?” 





Pp 
‘Fine, ma’am—thankee!” mumbled 
the old chap. “But, ye see, ma’am 
ve a pickled onion in me mouth, and 
laving noa but one tooth left in n 
head, it’s a bit awkward like to catch it 
ll be all right, thankee, ma’am. Just 





ee wait till I git hold on ’un!”—Ph: 
del phia Star. 


The Benefactor—‘“I hear that Count 
Haricot sends all the results of his hunt 
ing to the hospitals.” 

“Why, that’s very generous of him. 
And does he send very much?” 

“No Last week it was nothing 
but two gamekeepers.’—Le Péle-Méle 
(Paris). 





FOOD 


ome er 


Hard Picking—Our idea of nothing 
to do is picking a squab. Some day some 
one will print an anatomical chart in 
colors showing just where the meat is to 
be found and put a copy at every ban- 
queteer’s plate.—Buffalo News. 


A Prediction—“ I predict,” remarked 
the Old Scout in a most disconsolate 
tone, “a long, hard winter. I base my 
prophecy on the early autumn condition 
of both the upper and lower crusts of 
restaurant pies; seldom have I seen them 
any thicker or tougher than they are this 
season.”’—Detroit News. 


Easily Remedied—Diner—I can 
hardly find this beefsteak on my plate. 

Waiter—l'll bring you a smaller plate, 
sir.—Boston Transcript. 


War Wrinkle—“Save any .breakfast 
pancakes you have left over,” 
r. C., anxious to help; “when cold they 
make excellent substitutes for rubber 
heels.” —Pearson’s Weekly. 


writes 


Peanuts—We have made cages 
Around all our emotions, 

And we walk 

Quite safely, 

In the zoo in which we have put them, 
And feed them 

Peanuts.—The Dial. 


Gladly! 

















‘Je jure qu n'at pas voulu cela.”-—(Wil 
liam II). 

“ Nous Américains, jurons que nous voul 
c la ‘2 

“T swear that I have not wished thi 
(WituiaoM I) 

“We Americans swear we have wished 


this.’—Le Rire (Paris). 








Faithful Waiting 
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The Passing of Courtesy—A Wall 
Street man tells an amusing incident that 
occurred on the night of the primary 
elections. At a certain polling place 
there was a long line of men and women 
awaiting turns to vote. A woman rushed 
up and attempted to take a place near 
the head of the line. 

“Viz will have to go to the foot of the 
loine,”” the policeman informed her 

“Oh, but I am in a hurry,” exclaimed 
the woman 

‘Makes no difference.” 

“Oh, but I want to vote.” 

“So do all the rest of these people Go 
to the foot of the loine.”’ 

“Very well; then I will not vote at 
all, so there.”’ 

Is that old courtesy, “ladies first,”’ 
passing away with the enfranchisement 
of women Wall Street Journal 

Slow Work—My. Bacon—How did 
you like my speech at the dinner last 
night? 

Mrs. Bacon—It reminded me of the 
time when you courted me, dear. 

“*How so?” 

“Why, I thought you never would 
come to the point !”’—- Yonkers Statesman. 
Jealous—He—Doesn’t Maud look like 
a peach tonight? 

She—Yes, but she didn’t get the bloom 
evenly distributed.—Boston Transcript. 


MUSIC 


7 sme lh mid 


Musical Preference—‘‘What’s your 
favorite tune?”’ asked the sergeant. 

“It varies,”’ replied the corporal.+ “ A 
great deal depends on what girl is singing 
or playing.”’—W ashington Star. 

A Martyr—Henry’s wife is musical. 
Occasionally she drags Henry with her to 
a concert. The other night it was to hear 
a famous Russian quartet. When the 
programme was about half finished she 
whispered: 

“Henry, you must admit it is wonder- 
ful. Why, those men have been playing 
together for eight yvears.”’ 

A look of incredulity relieved the ex 
pression on Henry’s face. 

‘Eight years?” he repeated. “Surely, 


my dear, we’ve been here longer than 


that!”’—Argonaut. 


Sweet and Low—The family were 
entertaining callers one afternoon, and 
while the grown-ups were talking, the 
baby crept on the floor. Suddenly there 
was a loud bump and wild wail. It came 
from the direction of the piano. 

“Oh, the baby has hurt himself!” cried 
the mother. ‘Run quick, dear!”’ 

The voung father had already dashed 
toward the piano. He dropped on his 
knees and groped under the piano for his 
injured ofispring. Presently he returned. 

“He fell down and bumped his head 
on one of the pedals,”’ he reported. 

“Oh, the poor darling! Is it a bad 
bump?” asked one of the guests. 

“No,” he answered. ‘Fortunately, 
his head hit the soft pedal!’’—London 
Tit-Bits. 


A Change of Tune 

















Wemo, 1015 “Gli eserciti dell’ Intesa per 


Memo, 1918.—** Hai! hai! Chi credeva che avrebbero morsicato cosi a sangue, qu 


1915. The kaiser—* The armies of the Ent 


nte are as mosquitoes to German 


1918. Ditto—*Ugh! Who would have thought that mosquitoes c uld bite so hard!”— 
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English 


Cut Comedies: 


By Lawton Mackall 


HEN an actoron CB LEE MEE LE TERE FLEE have been convenient to 





our stage desires 

to appear well 

bred he generally 

has his clothes 
and his comedy made in ’ 
London. For English clothes 
and English comedies are of a 
piece: swagger without being 
loud; cut and stitched accord- 
ing to approved patterns by 
painstaking workmen who 
know the traditions of their 
craft; and they give the per- 
sons in them an air of gen- 
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carry, being remarkably 
light-weight. In this play 
Maude is a charming but 
Quixotic ex-Army officer, a 
veteran of the Boer War who 
had resigned his captaincy as 
the result of eloping with the 
colonel’s wife (now his own 
spouse), and who is eager to 
do something in the Great 
War. Despite considerable 
efforts and enthusiasm, he 
has no luck with the authori- 
ties: he can neither get back 
his commission, nor even be 











teel conventionality. 














accepted as a private, nor 





The war, which has put a 
ban upon most kinds of im- 


t 
| 


lenient with regard to these dramatic 
can still have as many British plays as we can consume. 


ports and brutally deprived us of English jam, has been 


earn the money to pay his 


clamoring butcher and baker. Finally his wife tele- 
products. We _ graphs to an old general who once took a fatherly 
interest in her, and at the end of the last act the news 


Broadway curtains can still rise on the inevitable kng- _ that he has got his commission arrives, just as everyone 
t 


lish interior—you know the kind 


-high, dark wain- in 
scoting, heavy furniture, profusely massive fireplace 


he audience expected it would. 
With this slender plot and a slight sub-plot con- 


Only, you can’t see any of these details just at first cerning two young lovers, Maude and the play keep 


That wouldn’t be artistic. No; the butler has to come 


going all evening. 


Most of the time it’s just a case of 


n and switch on the lights. (His click and the sup- strutting picturesquely and playing the delightful 


posedly resulting flood of illumination seldom come 
more than a second apart.) Then the telephone rings. 


It’s one of those British instru- 
ments, of course, that looks like an 
opium pipe and lies prone on its 
holder until seized. “Hello,” says 
the butler, talking through the 
mouthpiece up into his own right 
ear. “No, sir; Lord Chutney 
hasn't come in yet, sir, but he’s 
expected any moment.” Being a 
cabinet minister of infinite diplo- 
macy, Lord Chutney discreetly 
refrains from entering until the 
lesser persons have had an oppor- 
tunity to tell all about him. 
Sometimes, though, it is eve- 
ning when this excitement happens; 
in which case our old friend the 
Library is replaced by our not 
very recent acqudintance, the 
thintz-infested Morning Room. 
ut no matter which of these 
apartments is used, you may rest 
assured that all conversation there- 
in will be unexceptionable and not 
calculated to bring the blush of 
shame to the cheek of Broadway, 
and that if refreshments are served 
no one will consume more than an 
ultra-polite amount—nor yet so 
very little as to be rude to realism. 
“The Saving Grace,’ which 
Cyril Maude brought from London 
and pout on for our benefit, must 




















Jazzifier of the Midnight Frolic, per 
sing his exquisite “Danse du Cigare.” 
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will most convenie 


codger while his wife and her niece say the things that 
‘ntly enable him to do so. Captain 


Corbett keeps  pluckily, conta- 
giously cheerful, despite his own 
poverty and the poorness of the 
play. To most of the dudience 
this exhibition is eminently satis- 
factory. Certain individuals, how- 
ever,think of “Grumpy’’and are sad. 

The women, too, like British 
fashions. In “Information, Please”’ 
Jane Cowl and Jane Murfin have 
laid the scene of the first act in 
England and made the majority 
of the characters English. If 
bits of the dialogue are palpa- 
bly American-made—for example, 
Lady Bettie queries, “What do 
you mean, good enough?’—the 
opium pipe telephone is certainly 
authentic. 

Curiously enough, this first act, 
the sympathetically British one, is 
by far the best of the three. In it 
Miss Cowl gives us the morning 
mood of an unreasonable yet al- 
ways attractive wife. Herscenes with 
the maid, the forgetful husband, the 
poet admirer, and the seasoned Lo- 
thario are capital. But afterward 
come unconvincing stretches and 
crude characters. It’s hardly being 
ladylike to old U.S. A. to make the 
English appear well-bred by making 
the Americans roughnecks. 
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‘Tea For THREE” 


Puit: Carter is a good sort, straight 
and honest, and faithful to you, I suppose. 


Doris: Of course he is. 

Puit: H-m-m—but it is always that 
straight, upstanding virtuous type of 
gentleman that I suspect. It takes a 
trifler like me who airs his peccadilloes 
to be truly faithful. But Carter has no 
imagination. He is highly conventional, 
highly stupid, and most fearfully a bore 
—and yet I like him and vou love him. 

Doris: But just how do you mean 
that Carter is—stupid? 

Puri: In a dozen ways, one of which, 
for example, is that he would be extremely 
shocked to know that you were lunching 
with me alone. Now wouldn’t he? 

Doris: Well, I suppose in a way— 
but, of course, I’m going to tell him. 

Puit: Is that wise? 

Doris: Oh, I couldn’t really de- 
ceive him—and besides it’d be sure to 
leak out. 





Fro 


PENROD: 


perfectly 1 


CoMRADE NaGLe: The comrades of Germany will 
surrender themselves unconditionally. 
Bennett: (of the British Secret Service) A 
ripping idea! 





m ** PeEnroD” 


I tracked that old scoun- 


drel, Dade, to the den where he lives. 
Sam: Where does he live? 


Penrop: That old scoundrel, Dade, 


lives ina place called the Y. M.C.A 













From ‘ Dappies”’ 

Lorry, late of devastated 
France, has adopted this 
crabbed bachelor for a 
? apa. 

She here intrudes upor 
his em nen t] adult con 
versation with the request 
that he fix her sock, which 
has lapsed from 75 proper 
a titude. 

“Oh, Daddy, I’ve found 
a hair!”’ 
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for publication, and each 


‘Teat and Deck 


Naval 


pays $1 each for ori, ginal jokes sent by soldiers and sailors and accepted 
varded for the best original joke received 
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Support Columns 
By Pwr. R. Hovers, 126th Aero. Sqdn 
HEY say the Aviation Section is the eyes 
of the Army and Navy 
Then the Infantry (doughboys) must be 
the Legs. 


Cross Currants 
By Ewsien L. E. M. Maven, U. S Naval Forces in Europe 


eters 
Navigator (poring over chart)—These cur- 
rents are affecting us strangely. 
Young Ensign — Currants, 
was those canned raspberries. 


nothing! It 


Some Difference 


alongside the barracks, and cautioned him | 











Letting Him Down Hard 


Vic 


HE Could Ride A WALLEYED 
Browc’ AND NEVER TURN 
A HAR 
: BuT _ WHEN IT Came TOR 









“uli meecy— 





SAILORS HAMMocK No Bors ne WASNT THERE. 


fall in for retreat. Not seeming very willing 
to obey, he was asked why he wasn’t falling 
in. He replied, “ Well, Mister, the last thing 
my old Dad told me when I left home w 
never to retreat, and I reckon I just natural 
can’t do it.” 


Give Him Time 














By Sar. Guren, Flight Dept., Scott Field, Belleville, Ill 


Flying Instructor (to Cadet )—Your landings 
are excellent, my boy, but they are usually made 
about fifteen or twenty feet ground. 
(And that takes the joy out of life for an ambi- 
tious fly er.) 


above 


Diplomacy 
By Pvr. R. W. Tyrer, Co. No. 5, U. 8. A. School of Aerial Pho- 
tography 
Henpeck had joined the army, and like all 
other rookies had to do his turn on guard. 
About 12 o’clock a tipSy civilian came stag- 
gering along. “Stop! Who is there?’’ squeaked 
Heny eck 
“None ‘er yer business,” 
Henpeck was scared, but managed to stammer 
out: “Er—ah—er—pardon me—er—I didn’t 
know it was you.” 


growled the other 


Drawn by W. L. Pertie, U.S. S. Mercy. 


All a matter of experience, anyway. 





This Week’s 


Practical Etiquette 


By Pvr. C. H. Swanstnom, School for Radio Electricians, 
College Station, Tez. 


i ks a recent exam. the question was asked: 
“What would you do if asked to re port to the 
ymmanding officer? Describe in full.” 
A rookie, who evidently had been there, made this 
tbrupt and illuminating “ Double time.” 


*s 


Prize Winner 


answer: 











Adhering to Father's Advice 
Ry Senor. R. Ror, ( E., 58th I f . Camp Stuart, Va 
First call for retreat had been sounded. Time 
for assembly was approaching when the first 
sergeant perceived a very recent recruit leaning 


No Gamble Here 


By Pvr. Turopvore Scuwinte, 619th Aero. Squadron, Air 
Production Depot, "Detroit, Mich 
Calling the roll at muster, the C. O. came 
to the name of a man who stuttered. 
C. O.—Hutchinson, Hutchinson— vhere 
this man Hutchinson? 
Top Kick 


Getting ready to say “ Here,”’ sir 


Reverse Order 
By Cer. Wirutam J. Quincan, Co. B, 02 M.P., A. E. F 
(Scene—Barrack Room. Rookie leisure! 
making bed. Other soldiers around. N.C. O 
at door.) 


N.C. O.—McCaffery! 
No answer. 
N.C. O.—McCaffery! McCaffery! 


No answer. 

N.C. O.—Hey there, McCaffery! 
to see you! 

McCaffery (stops bed-making and glances 
N.C. O All right, a-l-l r-i-g-h-t, send him ir 


Cap’n wants 


War Economy 


By Lievcr. Atrrev C. Connensier, [ith Co., 3rd Bn., 151st D 
Brigade, Camp Devens, Mass 


Sergt.(instructing recruits)—What kind of bars 
does a lieutenant wear? 


Rookie—Gold. 





How He Knew 
By Pwr. Jack Mosrz lth Eng... Camp 
Lewis, Waah 
\ private passed an officer 
without saluting and was 
stopped and asked “Why 
didn’t you salute me?” 
Private—I did not see you 
were a second lieutenant 
i Lt How do you know I 
am a second lieutenant? 
Private—Because you stepped 
me 


Fixed for Life 
By Pvr. H. W. Listen, j2nd Inf, Camp 
Devens, Mass 
Buck Private Sharkey—Well, 
I now rank with General 
Pershing 
Ni ther Buck so? 





Wey feller-7-Cinon-Look apt the 
Oig dice GAM Over De 
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Pui jim. Menton. 
Y72¢ ENGUMET FI — 
WASHING TON, D.C 


1 Sergt.—Yes. Now what elsé 
might they be? 
Rookie Brass. 


How the Colonel Straightened 
the Line 
By C. E. Broom, Ja. YS USNRE 
Norfolk, Va 
They were all lined up awa 
ing orders to proceed on to t! 
parade and the colonel was car 
fully looking them over. Dow 
the last line, he 
rookie standing about four fe 
behind. 
‘Hey, you man!” he call 
at the top of his voice, but t! 
rookie was too dense to hear. 
“Hey, you man, in the tent 
company!” Again as loud 
possible, “ Confound your hid 


spied ol 











Sharkey—Yeh—he’s as high 
as he can get, and so am I. 


Drawn by Pvt. Jim Henpenson, §72d Engineers, Wash., D.C. 


“Th pce”! 


Come seven, come eleven, come 


would you mind joining this 
regiment?” 
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October 26, 1918 


Time for a Change 


y SerGeant Russece Campnecy, Co. H, 33rd Infantry, Gatun, 


Canal Zone, Panama 
RIVATE MURPHY, who didn’t have a very 
good record, was called before the captain 
for breaking certain regulations. 
The Captain—Murphy, I see you haven't a 
ery clean sheet 
Murphy—No, sir; the laundry has not arrived. 


The Mystic Letters 

y Peivate R. W. Trier, ¢ No. 5, U. 8S. A. School of Aerial 
Photography 

‘I see,” said an elderly lady to a soldier, “that 

ou wear a U. S. button while some of the boys 


ive ‘N. A.’ on theirs. Why is that, may I 


SK 
“Ves’m; 
\dditions 


see that ‘N. A.’ means ‘ New 


you 


The Eager Patriot 
y Patvate Lours Winwiam Lapowsky, Battery B, 2sth FI i 
Can unston, Kansas 


First Sergeant 
the other side of your post, would you call the 


Suppose a deserter passed on 


orporal of the guard? 
Two-Weeks Rookie—Hell, no! 


those fifty bucks myself 


I’d get him and 


ollect 


Downhill Work 


Tyier, ¢ No U.S. A. School of 


By Private R. W : 
Photography, Rochester, N. 


terial 

The director was giving the boys a few exer- 
cises before breakfast. ‘The next movement is 
known as the ‘Bicycle,’” he explained; 
man will lie upon his back: 
bring your right knee up sharply—at 
turn the right and bring up the left and repeat 
intil I say, ‘ Halt.’”’ 

The exercise was well under way and the dire¢ 


“each 
at the count of one 
two re 


tor was counting “one—two, one—two,” when 
ll at once he noticed Private O’Reily near the 
front was lying still with both knees drawn up 
under his chin. ‘What’s the there,” 


“have you got a cramp 


matter 
the director velled 


“Oh, no,” said Pat, “I’m coasting. 
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When your Sect ciei cer 
FLASH AT YOU Ih YOUR” F 


Drawn by Paivate H. E 


cA 
ATIGUES”* 
Russeir, Co. B., 326, Bn. T 


When I Get Home 


Atwoop Hauser Townsenn, U.S. A 
Service, A 


By Purvarce {mbulance 


I don’t want no “Welcome” archway, 
I don’t want no big brass band, 


don’t want no gawdy dinner, 
I don’t want no grip of hand. 


_ 


I don’t want no celebration 
Flags and cheers and all them things— 
I don’t care if ‘‘o’er the crowd’s heads 


Loud the martial music rings.’ 


don’t want no more parading, 
Or any foolish blurbing pome, 
vant to find 
Phat littl 


and “ tooty-sweety “i 
girl I left back home. 


The Force of Habit 


By Senceant Tuomas Lonoretitow, Co. E, nd Infantry, 
Camp Shelby, Miss 
Veteran—When I get out of the army I’m 


never going near a big city 

Recruit—Why? 

Veteran—Because if a traffic cop should blow 
his whistle, I would instinctively start to police 
up the street 


. 
He Never Thought of That 
By Private Rosert J. Suaw, Hdgr. Co., Depot Brigade, ¢ 


First Lieutenant Kennedy was instructing his 
platoon of rookies as to how they should make 
out their clothes slips. 

“Now, men,” said the lieutenant, “you will 
order your shoes two sizes larger than those 
you have worn in civilian life, because the long 
hikes will cause the feet to spread. 

“Naw, suh,” horned in a very 
from western Virginia, ‘not me.” 

Che lieutenant was surprised at this remark, 
which made him a bit angry. Raising his voice 
he asked the farmer why he refused to wear his 
shoes two sizes larger 

“Because, suh, they don’t make 
larger than I wear.” 


large farmer 


shoe §s (wo Sites 


Little Joys of Army Life 


Barracks Bas 
Dino 


Me Ss 





Camp Tobyhanna, Pa 


Higher Mathematics 


By Corporat R. A. Apprson, 18th Service Co., U. S. A 


HERE were fifteen of us (privates) ordered 
down here to open up a supply depot. Pri- 
vate Martin having punched a typewriter in the 
orderly room, was put in charge. En route it 
occurred to him that he should count the men 


and see if we were all there. So he started: 
1—2—3—4—up to 14. Where could the other 
one be? He dashed to the back of the train, 


then to the front, looked in every nook and cor 


ner, but the other man could not be found. He 
counted us over again—only fourteen! What 
was he going to do? How could he ever face 


the major and make such a report? The long 
coveted corporal stripes faded in the distance 
Then one of the boys took pity on him and asked 
him: “How many men did you count, Martin?”’ 

“Only fourteen,” said Martin, like a man say 
ing ‘‘ Guilty.” 

‘Well, that’s enough,” said 
are the fifteenth man.”’ 


“You 


the other. 


Easy Sledding 
By Serceant Frep B. Sawyer, Post Hospital, Fort Howard, Md, 

Reddy O’Brien was caught in the second draft, 
and, being an unusual sort of chap, with the usual 
New York toughness, was away out of place in 
the army, and the understanding of military dis 
cipline. 

The commanding officer at the training camp 
he was sent to decided that three months of 
good hard training would make him a good sol 
dier. After a few weeks, the company comman 
der called him into his office, and asked him just 
what branch of the service he would prefer. 

Red wanted to know what other branches there 
were 

“Well,” the C. O. replied, ““you can choose 
the infantry and walk, or the cavalry and ride, 
or the aviation and fly 

“Well,” Red replied, “if it is all the same to 
you, I will take the coast artillery and coast.”’ 
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COHAN & HARRIS $ Na2fwe dSni% 


COHAN & HARRIS PRESENT 


THREE FACES EAST 


et Servi thony & Paul Ke 
Wit t luding pa Corrigan & Violet Heming 


REPUBLIC pene & bmn iors, 


A. H. WOODS PRESENTS 


MARJORIE RAMBEAU 
in “WHERE POPPIES BLOOM” 


with Pedro de Cordoba, Lewis Stone, Percival Knight and Will Deming 


ELTINGE (2°50) weusect weoresias" 


A. H. WOODS PRESENTS 


UNDER ORDERS 


AjDramatic Novelty with SHELLEY HULL & EFFIE SHANNON 





Theatre, W. 42nd St. W. of B'way 
Evenings at 8.20, Matinees 








THE —— B' way & 43. Ev'gs 8.25 


oe COHAN ' Wed & Sat bes 


eee W. Savage's Saucy a and Gayest Music Play 


MITZI © ove 








HEELS” 





OVER 


CHARLES DILLINGHAM PRESENTS | 


VERYTHING 


HIPPODROME 


STAGED BY R. H. BURNSIDE 


“Enough of * secant N.Y.S 
Matinees Daily 2 Evenings at 8:15 


BOOTH “ania” 

Watch Your Neighbor 
CASIN O "Sittinees Wednesday and Saturday 212 
AL JOLSON in SINBAD 
WINTER GARDEN "i225" 


PASSING SHOW OF 1918 =: 


ASTOR 


Mr. & Mrs. 
SIDNEY DREW 


AT 
THE 














Bre madway and 45th rtreet Evenings 8 1 
bes atinees Wednesda and Saturday 2 


” Keep Her Smiling 


Maxine Elliott’s ??°."%2""., & 


Mats. Wed. and Sat 


TEA FOR THREE 


Waking Up 
Between twenty and 











thirty a person tells 
himself he is growing younger; 


knows he lie d 


after thirty he 


The Poor Pashas 
I hear that 
draft limits in Turkey 

Norman—Yes, the draft will now include all 
males having from 18 to 45 wives. 


Gorman they are raising the 





Oo ee 8h se iin Ba. 


Broadway and Thereabouts 
Bag) Guide to 


w —_— 


j est-Pocke t (or Vanity 


the New York Theaters 
By L. M. 
ob 
Ask Dap—Princess. Oh Boyish. 
Betrer ’OtE, Tuoe—Greenwich Village. 
Bairnsfather’s worthy made into a play. 


Bic Cuance, Toe—3oth Street. P ositively 


+ tect . ] / > 
he latest war melodrama. 


Dappies—Belasco. Gruff bachelors re- 
claimed by war orphans. 

I VERYTHING Hippodrome Huge 
goings-on. " 

FippLters THREE—Cort. Containing a 


real live prima donna. 
FoLiies oF 1918—Globe. 
chritude. 
ForevER Arrer—Central. Calf love that 
grows up into Western Front romance. 
Freepom—Century. Liberty on a large 


Studies in pul- 


scale. 

FRIENDLY ENEMIES- HBson. War is- 
sues in coma dialect. 

Girt BexiInp THE Gun, THE—New Am- 


terdam. Bright tunes and comedians 
in horizon blue. 

Goinc Up—Liberty. Frank Craven illus- 
trates the funny side of fright. 

Heap Over Heets—Cohan. Mitzi, as 
an acrobat, does musical turns. 


Ipeat Huspanp, An—Comedy. Glitter- 
ing mosaic of epigrams. 
INFORMATION, PLeEAsE—Selwyn. Jane 


Cowl, as a restive wife, elopes with a 
poet—platonically. 

I. O. U.—Belmont. An East Indian burns 
the mortgage on a lady’s virtue. 

Keep Her Smitinc—Astor. At a thou- 
and dollars a smile. 

LiGHTNiIn’—Gaiety. Old Bill Jones and 
his young friend bait the land sharks 

\IARRIAGE DE Figaro, Le—V teux Colom- 
bier. French as she is acted. 

MatinEE Hero, Toe—Vanderbilt. Leo 
Ditrichstein hankers after ““Hamlet.”’ 
Mipnicut  Fro.ic Cocoanut Grove. 
Sparkling chaser for a strong drama. 
Mipnicut ReEvue—Century Grove. Inter- 

day entertainment. 


Noruinc But Laes—Longacre. The art 
of diplomacy according to Mr. Collier. 
Opera Comiqgue—Park. “Grand” sing- 


ers sing lighter music. 

Passinc SHow oF 1918—Winter Garden. 
The well-known strut parade with 
comic interruptions. 

Penrop—Punch and Judy. A beau shad- 
owed by a Sherlock Holmes in short pants. 


RepemMPpTion—Plymouth. Jack Barry- 


more Tolstoy scenes of vivid som- 
berness. 
Savinc Grace, THe—Empire. Cyril 


Maude as a perfectly good officer out 
of commission. 
Sue Wackep 1n Her Steerp—Playhouse. 
Humor of the rcbe de nuit variety. 
SLEEPING PartNners—BSiou. Parisian 
spice. 





JUDGE 


SometimMe—Shubert. Pretty music and 
Ed Wynn; pink sentiment in a Winter 
Garden setting. 

TEA FoR THREE—Maxine Elliott. Wit- 
tily proving that three is company. 
THREE Faces East—Cohan & Harris 

Intensive spying. 

Tiger Rose—Manhattan. 
ing wildcat back again. 

Unper Orpvers—Eltinge. 
matic curiosity. 

Unknown Purpie, Tue—Lyric. Im- 
parts delectable shivers. 

Watk-Orrs, Tue—Morosco. <A_ noble 
cave man reclaims a New York world- 
ling by treating her rough. 


The fascinat- 


Ingenious dra 


WatcH Your NeEIGHBOoR—Booth. Hun 
agents with a socialist veneer. 
Wuere Poppies BLoom—Re public. Mar- 


jorie Rambeau wedded to a spy. 


He Got His Pay 
CERTAIN street car company in a grow 
ing town of the Middle West always tried 
in so far as possible, to recruit their car crews 
from the country districts. 

One day, not long since, a tall young man, 
plainly a tiller of the soil, applied at the offices 
for employment. After a series of questions 
which he answered satisfactorily he was en- 
gaged as motorman and turned over to the 
traffic manager for “breaking in,”’ as teaching 
a green man how to run a car is called. 

After a few days he was pronounced pro 
ficient and placed in charge of a car on a branch 
line that had just been opened for business. 

A couple of months went by and as the new 
man had not called for his pay an office man 
was sent with the pay checks with instructions 
to ascertain why they had not been called for. 
Imagine his surprise when the new man re- 
fused to accept the checks. 

“But why don’t you want the money? You 
are entitled to it.” 

‘That don’t belong to me. The conductor 
was the reply 


pays me every night,” 








Drawn by M. pe Marts 

The patriotic Jones family no longer use the 
flivver on Sundays, so father has had to find an- 
other occupation. 
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Continued from Second Previous Page 


Out 


Private 


The PY. 

Groping fingers in the dark 
\ confession of blindness 

Electricity gone mad 

The 


\ crazy quilt cut up and put on a string 
rhe necktie of a battleship e 
\ string of secrets playing in the wind 


With 
1. D. McMasrer 


the Fleet 
U.S. Naval Air Station, Miami, F 


rchlt ghits 


Fla ‘AY ¢ 
se P<", . 5 Ree 


WHEN W L 


RIALS FROM 


DOUGLAS WAS 
LEVEN YEARS OF AGE HE FRE- 
2VENTLY HAD TO 
LEATHER AND OTHER MATE 
TOWN 


WHEEL 


IN A 


STAMPING THE RETAIL PRICE 

ON THE BOTTOM AT THE FAC- 

TORY PROTECTS THE WEARER 
AGAINST UNREASONABLE 


The Auxiltaries 


Fair ships gone wrong 
lhe ugly ducklings of the navy 
rhe sinews of its strength 


The Admiral 


\ symphony in gold and blue 
Gray hair over knowing eyes 
An oldish man with a great care 


He Knew Next Time 
By Antrucr Gustap, Co. 48, Camp Boone, | 
On the third morning of his detention a rookic 


vas told to report to sick-bay. As he was not 


sure of the direction of the hospital, he strode up, 


ke an old tar, to a gold striper. 


“Say, Billy, wherein’ell’s the sick-bay?” 
“Do you know who I am?” demanded the 
othicer. 
“Naw! I’ve only been here two days How 
he h should I know everybody?” 
The Aviator 
By James Gase cre, Wissahickon Barracl Cape May, N. J 
His engine is a low compression-one, 
His wireless outfit fine, 
His seaplane is the apple of his eve 
He'll ask the Hun to dine 
The Simple Life 
By Private J. D. McMaster, U.S. Naval Air Station, Mian 
f 


When you enlist, your worries are over. No 
iore thought about 
Che high cost of living 
Che color of your neckties 
Clean collars 
rhe price of gasoline 
Overshoes 
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You’ ll nove need to ask “ What is the price?” when the shoe sales- 
man is showing you W. L. Douglas shoes because the actual value is 
determined and the retail price fixed at the factory before W.L. Douglas 


name and 


the retail price is stamped 


on the bottom. The stamped 


price is W. L. Douglas personal guarantee that the shoes are always 


worth the price paid for them 
Stamping the price on every pair of shoes 

as a protection against high prices and 
unreasonable profits is only one example 
of the constant endeavor of W. L. Douglas 
to protect his customers. W. L. Douglas 
name on shoes is his pledge that they 
are the best in materials, workmanship 
and style possible to produce at the 
price. Into every pair go the results of 
sixty-six years experience in making 
shoes, dating back to the time when 
W. L. Douglas was a lad of seven, peg- 
ging shoes. 


T™ quality of W. L. Douglas product is 
guaranteed by more than 40 years expe- 
rience in making fine shoes. The smart styles 
are the leaders in the fashion centres of 
America. They are made in a well-equipped 
factory at Brockton, Mass., by the highest 
paid, skilled shoemakers, under the direction 
and supervision of experienced men, all 
working with an honest determination to 
make the best shoes for the price that money 
can buy. The retail prices are the same 
everywhere. They cost no more in San 
Francisco than they do in New York. 


CAUTION—Before you buy be sure W. L. Douglas name and the 


retail price is stamped 


on the bottom and the inside top facing. 


If the stamped price has been mutilated, BEWARE OF FRAUD. 


Yor pale by 105 W. L. Douglas stores and over 9000 


las dealers, or can be o 
Ww. L. Douglas by mail. Send for — 
how to order shoes through the mail, 


Or Perhaps Flying Fishes 


By J. W. McRae, Princess Patricia’s Can. L. Inf. B. E. F., Frane 


Not long ago during the rainy season in France 


a fresh Tommy liberated a carrier pigeon and 


rdered direct from 
 , 


President W. Je DOUGLAS 
Rogie am 145 6 SPARK STREET 
- - MaSsé, 





Pointing to Higher Things 


By Lieut. AveustR Doerina, 104th fero Squdn., A. E. F., 


one of the boys was lucky enough to receive from 


away 


it sped with the message in the little alu- 











The subway rush 


Whether you will be fired At the 
Choosing from the bill of fare 
What to do evenings 


Vacations 





the 


minum cylinder fastened to its leg. 
destination, 
out and was found to read thus: 

‘Pigeons may be O. K. but if this rain keeps 


message 


up you'll have to send us ducks.” 








3a ult since iss! 


mas ao Night Shirts 


was spread 





| U.S. A. a box of Huyler’s chocolates. 
not to disturb our thoughts of ‘our interesting 
| work with the candy, every time a plane passed 
| ove rd he would say: 
“ Feliows, is that our Avro or our D. H. 4 
When wé would be looking up, he’d slip a piece 
unnoticed 


his mouth, 
But ! 


of chocolate into 
He got by 


Come Home 
By James Gane ie, Wissahickon Barracks, Cape May, N. J 
The seaplane left the mother ship, 
The mother ship was wild. 
She sent an S. O. S. at once, 


To call her erring child. 


r. 
ran 
While in training Over Here for the air service 
In order 
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A Month 


50 The master. 


ou piece of watch 
manufacture—adjusted to 
the second, positions, tem- 
perature and isochropism. Encased 
at the factory into your choice of 
the exquisite new watch cases, 


21 Jewel 


Burlington 


The great Burlington Watch sent on simple 
request. Pay at the rate of $2 50a month. You get the watch 
at the same price that even the wholesale jeweler must pay. 


Write Today for Free Watch Book 323, 222°7": 


of all the newest designe in watches that you have to choose from. Your 

fpame and ad Le stead te @ . Get this offer while it laste 

Burtington Watch Co. t. 2647 19th St. on Marsha'! Rivd . Chicage 
Canadian Offic Te Winnipeg, Manitoba 






All sizes for both 
men and women, 


Portage Ave., 











ROMEIKE'S * PRESS CLIPPING BUREAU 


unt to be “up-to-date.” E 








p . p sl of importa n the United State 
Fur . $6 ner 100 > 
HENRY ROMEIKE, 106.110 Seventh Ave., New York 
On the Deep 
P ( > 
B' I a ou swing that hammoc h 
nigger-head hoist to the vet yg ‘ 
wrap up in vo blankets, a shelter I $ é 
nd vere ind snooze along er th 
wild rox h Ie es s] pping contin 
uous lullaby—vou're sure to wake up the 
morning ling so good that nu fe i 
better some one would have to put a couple of 
hoops around vou to hold vo 
> 
And there's always consola Io! in ‘ 


} ‘ 
matter how sick you get, you are inte 


esting and amusing to those who are not 


No matter where you sleep on a troop ship 
you will alwavs be hunting a more comfortabl 
spot the next night 

~ 

\ cheery thought for every day on the hig! 
seas is that the rougher the weather the big 
he sa g for the mess fund 

+ 
Help! Help! 
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The Evolution of a Recruit! 
























Sergeant .entaet 
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Ra Mly, “ 

















Gaui Major 
In case the boat is orpe loed 
Vee 
And I am thrown in the sea 
Ves” 
And the band starts plaving ‘The Star 
Spangled Banner’ 
Yes.” 
Must I stand at attention?” 
No, but under those circumstances I think 
you'd better tread water.’ 
7 
The captain explained to the men that the 


earth was composed of nearly five times as much 


vater land 

And the yellow-eyed private with a fast- 
weakening chin remarked 

It may be a little more crowded, but 

t's all the same to you, I'll take mine 
Oo! shore 

+ 
rhis same soldier, the third day out, turned 


away as his more fortunate fellows responded to 
the mess bugle. 

‘That may be dinner call for you dudes,”’ he 
sighed, “‘but it’s only for me.”— 
Trench and Camp. 


12 o'clock 


Colonel— Then Reveille Sounded! 


R ruiwr ; Bu etin. 
| Honi Shirt Qui Male Pants 


Our esteemed contemporary, the \n 
tonio Light, announces in its advertising col 


San 


‘For Sale, one 64-passenger Merry-go 

We direct the attention of the oquare 
Deal Association to this, with the admonition 
that they purchase it, climb aboard, and take 
a whirl at the shirt profiteer who is charging 
from $2.50 to $3.00 for an article that any one 
can purchase enywhene in our much abused 


New York for one dollar.—Kelly Field Eagle 


umns, 
round.” 








All Worsted Serge Pants 
. Made T To Order 













. And » 
our patee | is only $1 We 4. TM 
tee a perfect fit and your complete 


sausfaction or back. member, 
we make all Suits Pants and Overcoats 
tailor- made to order, to your individual 
easurementa and no extra charge of any kind 
ie novelty Sonkares. 
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New leat made sto, order 


me - LH lowest, bedrock prices. Your 


paid 
qieere 7, 5 8 — 


postal 
by interesting book you have ever seen. 


Moving Picture Tie-Up §::";" 3! Theda 
Ne Keterman P fara = = by 


7 
500 to $3,000 a year in your spare 
‘or most sensational, most beautifu 


Annette Ke in Garden of the Gods. 1 ere in 
see Grenteat collection of By samples and 
a a ye cent. A iy —- » every 
“oe 
| ot War. Som —_ 


Reliable Tailoring Co., 371 S. Peoria St., Chicago 
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Postscripts 
By Exvus Parker But er 
I 


EAR WIFE: I have your letter and I 
cannot imagine why you think I am no 
longer fond of you. I am sure I have 

ver said anything to that effect. It may be 
ie that you have, time and again, taken me 
the hair and thrown me downstairs in your 
iyful moments, but have I complained? Do 
1 think my love has grown cold just because 
uu recently emptied a kettle of hot water on 
e? Verily, as you suggest, you have told me 
iny times that if you ever heard I meant to 
a divorce you would come atter me with a 


se whip, but why ycu should imagine | 
n thinking of getting one now, I cannot 
ess. No, my dear, I could not bear to 
irt from you. Once yours, always yours is 

motto. 

Your HusBAND 

Postscript: Please address your answer to 

o, Nev., as I shall be there some time. 

II 
EAR BURBADGE: I learn from various 


sources that a fellow by the name of 
Bacon is going around the coffee houses claim 
ing he wrote my plays. Now, you know, Dick 
this is all a lie. Bill Shakespeare is capable of 
vriting his own plays, and you know it. Be 
tween you and me this fellow Bacon is a little 
oose in the upper story and is not accountable 
for what he If you see him tell him 
have something on him he would be mighty 
sorry to have get into the papers, and if he 
don’t shut up I'll give it to the reporters. | 
im not afraid of him. My conscience is clear 
| wrote those plays myself. Throw a good scare 
nto him, Dick 


Says. 


Yours, 
BILL SHAKESPEARI 
Postscript: 1 enclose a cheque tor £17 235.0. 
nis is the price B. agreed to take for writing a 
rt he | B 1 take f t 


play to appear over my name, about that 
h or whatever his moniker was. 


¥ Mack Bet 
shutting his mouth give 


f B. acts white about 
he play 


lim the cheque and take the 


> 
BILI 


“ N” 
THE MAN IN THE MOO 

~ is the title of this 
attractive picture. It 
is a reproduction of 
one of Judge’s recent 
covers, 1m full colors, 

: : 
| for framing. We will 
J send it, postage free, 
r twenty-five cents, cash or stamps. 





mounted on a heavy 
mat, II x14, ready 








Judge Art Print Department 
New York City 








Soldiers Soothe 
Skin Troubles 


with Cuticura 


Soap, Ointment, Taleum 25c. each. 
* Samplesof ‘‘Cuticura,Dept.B, Boston.” 


















































best 
to meet 


from the 
In order 


from the White House), 





will be accepted. 
tariffs, illustrated brochure, 
. may be secured by writing. 





restaurant charges and other 


Important Announcement 
* from Washington, D. C. 


HE Government of the United States has found it necessary to ask 
every householder in the Nation’s Capital to offer their spare rooms 
to those brought here for war service. 

American families will in this way find suitable homes. 

war conditions the DEWEY 

that exclusive residential section, at 14th and L Streets (5 minutes’ walk 
has opened its doors to transient guests. 
many years the Dewey has been the official residence of Senators and 
those prominent in official life of the Capital. 
limited, and only those whose presence will be compatible with its clientele 
It will be best to make reservations by letter. 


Thousands of young woimen 
HOTEL, situated in 


For 





The accommodations are 


Room 
information 











FRANK P. FENWICK. 
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[ EER Plees excuse Willie for 

not bein at scool yestiddy. I was not 
wel, and I detained him at hoam. Also his 
fatther was sick too. Willie cood not come to 
scool under all circumstanzas prevailin as afor 
sed. He was sick. I hadd him in bedd ol day 
hair is so mutsh siknes about nowadays. 
Pleas excuse Willy. It wont hapen agen that 
ve all get sick at oncet. 

Yures truly, 
Mrs. GONDERBECK. 


TEECHER: 


was a cat but it was a 


Postscript: He thot it 
squnk. Mrs. G. 


I\ 
De AR MR. PLOGATY WALLUPS: It is 
with tears 


of gratitude that I take my 
pen in hand to tell you of the marvellous aid 
your Essence of Purple Edelweiss has been to 
me. Since my earliest days I have been a 
chronic sufferer, and I have been able to se 
cure no relief whatever, although I have tried 
eighty-seven physicians, and so many surgeons 
that I am almost whittled away. Not until 
your wonderful semedy was brought to my at 
tention was I able to sleep sixty seconds at a 
time. When the pain attacked me I was drawn 
backward until the soles of my feet rested on 
the top of my head. Many a time have my 
wire hairpins scratched my poor little toes. 
But I was drawn to your matchless Essence of 
Purple Edelweiss by seeing a charming picture 
of before and after taking, and bought a bottle. 
It was a sober moment when I drew the cork 
and took the first swallow. I have not had 
such a sober moment since. I ama well woman. 
The physicians who have seen me say the 
change in me is marvellous. I am entirely 


cured. Yours gratefully, 
Mrs. Biyum GLoopvs. 
Postscript? 1 am adding these few lines to 


say that I know my late dear wife would have 
wished this letter sent if she had not died 
suddenly just after taking a dose of your 
remedy. Brum K. GLoopus. 





Maurice Switzer, Optimist 

Readers of JupGE for years have enjoyed 
Maurice Switzer’s contributions to its pages. 
Many of those contributions were republished 
in his volume, ‘‘Satire and Song,” which has 
had a great number of readers. Another vol 
ume of Mr. Switzer’s, ‘Letters of a Self-made 
Failure,” originally published serially in Les/ie’s 
and now running in Mr. Switzer’s house organ 
of the Kelly-Springfield Tire Company, 7/: 


Kani Slip, went through several editions and 


are esteemed highly in the literature of business 
His latest book, “‘Cashing in on What You've 
Got,”’ is winning equal reputation for an optim 
ism which, characteristic of the author, informs 
all he writes. And Mr. Switzer has the rare faculty 
of imparting optimism to all who read his work 
Eminent in his business function, Mr. Switzer 
has made an enviable reputation as a writ 

and thus enjoys a dual distinction which few 
who turn from business to literature ever attain. 
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French's Superb Cuban on rs Both ler and wrapper are Cuban grown 
tobac« thoroughly sea t leaf filler; strictly hand-made 





isite tropic flavor. | ve 

prepaid, direct to you for only 
ctory offer, at les¢ than cost, 

Send 30c today. 


me 
"Ric h, mild ona e 
cigars in Spanish cedar box by parcel p 
3c silver or stamps. This limited introd 
is to get you acquainted with this delightful cigar 


FRENCH TOBACCO CO., Dept. F, Statesville, N.C. 


4% in. long. 
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We were instrument on 10 dave’ free 
od xouns cae hnai it the ereaniest blowing instrum the 
+ send 


a oe a ryey eac ch it ~ 
Write Today! Sen4 d address for our 
full color. The booklet 


fan instruments rinted tn 
Harry B.Jay Co., Dept. 2547 542 W. Jacksoo 
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The Notion Counter 
D Las Ma 
O an inquirer who wants to know 
how to pronounce the “ei” in 
Rheim , we would say that it i 
onounced as in France. 
American troops are only a few miles 
from the Rhine. = loc a as if Germany 
had better m« > the Rhi 
Those aot an raids in the Vosges 
don’t seem to accomplish much more than 
a police raid in Chicago. 
Red tape to a government department 
seems a good deal like yarn to a kitten. 
Ihe ground seems to be holding more 
Germans than Germans are _ holding 
Germany is finding that the heights by 
great men gained are not always kept. 
The United States has its Gen. March, 
and Germany its general retreat. 
Take that!” said the Germans 
“'T’anks!” replied the Americans. 
\merican troops are now attacking the 
French pronunciation. 
ir Allies may think wonderful the 


know I have to earn n 


he lecture was to be given tor some good cause!” 


ble address “ Judgark, Telephone 6632 Madison Square 


John A, Sleicher, President Reuben P. Sleicher, Sec 











A.Reproduction, in Full Colors, of 


“Die Wacht am Rhein” 


just as it appears on the front cover 
of this issue and handsomely mounted 
on a heavy mat, size 11x14 inches, 


ready for the frame, will be sent | 
postage free upon receipt of twenty- 


five cents, cash or stamps. 


JUDGE ART PRINT DEPARTMENT |) 


225 Fifth Avenue New York City 





Payable in advance or by draft on New York, or by express 


posta order 


- y a NE MBE RS: Present year, 10 cents per copy 1917 


oe age free in the United States, its dependencies, and Mex 


To Canadian Provinces add 50 cents a year for postage; to you use it—whether you smoke cigars, cigarettes, 
all = ign countries adi 11.00 « year pive. chew plug or fine cut or use snuff, Tobacco 
JUDGE cannot undertake to return unsolicited manuscripts edeemer will positively banish every trace of 


lrawings unless they are accompanied by full postage for 


“i iT DG E cannot be found at any newsstand, the publishers drugs of any kind. 1 
lhe one obligation if that fact be promptly reported ot for tobacco. After finishing the treatment you 


Henry Building Seattle 















ADMINISTRATION 


Howard Lam poor 


umber of men we are hurrying into Society 
I rance, but they never saw us pack a Society is divided into a number of groups 
icu The people who have figures and the peopl 
The German-American is all right if he who have motors. 
an American German. rhe folks to whom Monday is wash day and 
It looks like the Allies would win by 18 those others to whom it is the beginning of 
45 the week! 
Sometimes a man gets too tired even Che people who use the broad A and the peopl 
ra game of pool who use the broad ax 
Looks like William were going to lose Generally speaking, into the people who don 
hooting-match he started. and the people who do 
[he boss who leads is the boss who leads. 
Efficiency Gone Wrong 
Not a Good Cause Prisoner von Pickelsteiner—Yes sir. I insist 
And what is your lecture to be given for?”’ Germany is efficient down to the smallest detail 
asked the lady of the lecturer The Guard—Zat so? How about wearin’ 
‘Why tor mys¢ lf,’ said the lecturer. “* You steel helmet to protect a concrete bullet proot 


iving,”’ he added by dome? 
of explan: a. . 
Oh,” said the lady disappointedly. “I thought Finding a Use For It 
The Captain—What are you going to do with 
all that zinc and iron money you’re taking from 


the prisoners? 


The Lieutenant—I'm going to use it to tip 
UW. e the enemy alien waiters when I get home 
e 
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No craving for tobacco in any form 
when you begin taking Tobacco Redeemer. 

Don't try to quit the tobacco habit unaided. 
It’s a losing fight againet heavy odds and means 
@ serious shock to the nervous system. Let 
tobacco habit quit YOU. It will quit you, if you 
will just take Tebacco Redeemer, according to 
directions for two or three days. It is a most 
marvelously quick and thoroughly reliable remedy 
for the tobacco habit. 


Not a Substitute 


Tobacco Redeemer contains no habit-forming 
It is in no sense a substitute 


Perriton Maxwell “pvved 
Rollauer, Treasurer J. A. Waldron, Literary Editor 
Grant E. Hamilton Lawton Mi ackal! 
Art Director. ® Associate Editor 











SUBSCRIPTION RATES 


One year, 52 numbers &5 00 


ix months, or 26 numbers 2 50 
Thirteen weeks 1.25 


e contents of JUDGE are protected | copyright in both 


ted States and Great b Best air 


have absolutely no desire to use tobacco again or 
to continue the use of the remedy. It makes not 
a particle of difference how long you have been 
using tobacco, how much you use or in what form 


lette 


nts 1916. 20 cents, etc 


desire in from 48 to 72 hours. This we absolutely 
purpose guareneee in every case or money refunded. 

Write today for our free booklet showing the 
deadly effect of tobacco u on the human system 
and positive proof that Red © will 
quickly free you of the habit. a 

s, Mo. 
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Ad ertising Department Offices | 
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Marquette Building Chicago | 
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Save the 
Thoughtless 


ollars 


“T got the sweetest hat today. And, my dear, of course 
I didn’t really need it, but 


* * * * 








“What if it is only a fe w blocks? Here, taxi!” 


* * * * 


“I know I'd feel a lot better if I ate less, but I simply 
must have a big order of—” 


* € * * 


Over there in the Picardy mud, pock-marked with 
significant craters and “plum-caked” with unspeakable 
things that once were men, our soldiers can’t hear all 
that some of us are saying. Good that they can’t, isn’t 
it? It wouldn’t make it any easier to stand firm against 
those blood-crazed, grey hordes who come on wave 
after wave because they believe their Kaiser is “God’s 
anointed shepherd of the German people.” 


* * * * 


It isn’t that we Americans are a selfish people. We 
have simply been thoughtless. 

Money is needed to win this war—let’s give it. So far, 
we have been asked only to lend—to lend at a good round 
4% interest. Turn your THOUGHTLESS dollars into 
War Savings Stamps. 


NATIONAL WAR SAVINGS COMMITTEE, 
WASHINGTON 
















‘WAR SAVINGS STAMPS 


ISSUED BY THE 
UNITED STATES 
GOVERNMENT 


United States Gou’t, Comm. on Public information 
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Every American’s Reference Library 


B ae With J 





A Stupendous Bargain 


GIVEN TO PROMPT SUBSCRIBERS [GNORANCE—GREATEST Have You a Limited Education? 
OF ALL HANDICAPS fmerican’s Reference | 


A Uni 
MAIL COUPON TO-DAY Conscious Ignorance Makes a Man 
’ Ill at Ease; Unconscious Igno- 
EVERY AMERICAN’S ENCYCLOPEDIA rance Makes Him Ridiculous 
\\ issing the war with people of | 
EVERY AMERICAN’S DICTIONARY* ia, ie aimee 2 the pronunciat 
Ire c j 
Ate Thierry, Amiens? Every Amer- , ultur 
ain's Refer Libra | put you at ® 
$1.00 casein thebestofcompaay, noriatter what «4 PERO DOR @ Peer Reamer! 
“ ©Y AC rive . j + DI s . / f ; / 
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